
The moft Lame ntable Tragedie 

Andpleadmy pa{Tio:istorL<i«/»/4^ !ouc, (peace. 

Moore. Clubs, Clubs ,tlide loners will not kcepc the 
TDemetriMs. Why boy.altliougli our mothcr(vnadui 2 d) 
Gaueyou a daunfingRapier by youi fide, 

Arc you To defperategrowne to threat yourfriends: 

Goe too : haueyourlath glued within your flicath. 

Till you know better how to handle it* 

Chtron, Mcanc while fir,with the littleskill I hauc. 
Full well Hialt thou peiceiuchow much I dare, 

Demetrius, Iboy,growycefobrauc? thej draws, 
l^oere. Why how now Lords? 

So necre the Emp erours Pallace dare yec drawc, 

And maintaincfuch a quarrcll opcnlie? 

Full well I wore the ground of all this grudge, 

I would not for a million of gold. 

The caufc were knowneto them it raoftconccrncs. 

Nor would your Noble Mother formuch more, 

Be fo diHionourcdin the Court of Rome. 
ForJliameputvp, . 

Demetrtus, Not I till I ha uc nicathd, 

Mv Rapier in his bofomc, and withall 

Thruft thofe reproclifull fpccches downc his throat, 

Thathehathbreathdinmydiflaonourhcre, 

Chiron. Forthatlam prepard, and full refolude, 
Fowlc fpoken Coward, that thundreft with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darft performc* 

Mo«re. Away 1 fay. , , _ , . . 

No w by the Gods that warlike Gvtbts adore, 

This petric brabble will vndoo vs all: 

Why Lords, andthinke you not how dangerous 

It is to let vpon a Princes right? 

VViiat is Lauinia then become foloofc. 

Or :S<«/i»«/fo degenerate, , , , „ 

That for her louefuch quarrels may be brocht, 

V>/uhouc conttoulement,iu(hce,orreuengc. 
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of Titus AnJronfcn?, 


young Lords beware, and fiiould the Emprc/Tc know, 
Xhis dilcordsground.thc muficke would not pleafe* 
(^iron. I care not I, knew fii ec'and a il the world, 

I louc Laninia more tlian all the world, (choife, 

Dewetrins.You^litig Icarncthou to make foine meaner 
l_aHinia \% cliine elder brothers hope, 

Mtort, V Vhy are ye imd ? or know yec not i n Rome, 
f{ow ftinousaiulimpaticnt they bee, 
y\nd cannot brookc competitors in loue? 

I tell you Lords, you doo butplotyour deaths, 

By this dcuife, 

(^iron, A theufand deaths would Ipropofe, 

TO atcliiue her whom I loue. 

Aren. Toatchiucherkow? 

Demttrtus. Why makes thouit foftrange? 

Shce is a woman,therefore may b c wood e. 

Slice is a woman, thereforemay be woonne. 

Slice IS L<i«i«/<#,thcrcforc muft be loude. 

What man,morc water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and cafie it is, 

Of a cut loafe to ftealc a fhiueweknow: 

Though Bafeiannshe the Emperours brother. 

Better than he hauc wome Vulcans badge, 

Moore, IandasgoodasS<»/«r»i«»/may. (court it, 

DtmetriHS,Then why fiiouldhc difpaire that knows to 
V\^h wordSjfaire looks, and liberalitie. 

V Vhat haft not thou full often flroke a Doe, 

And borne hcrcleanlie by the Keepers nofe? 

■* Moore, Why thenitfeemesfomecertainefnatch, orfb 
Would ferue your turncs, 

Chiron. I fo the turne were ferued, 

Demetrius, ^rwthouhafthitir. | 

Moore. Would you had hit it too, 

Thtnfliouldnot we betirde with this adoo^ ' 

VVliy harkc ye,harkc yc,an<J arc youfuch fooles 




